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	1. Chapter 1

This story was inspired by "Only in Dreams" by Delaedyn. If you haven't read this, go now. Seriously. It's awesome and a gut-wrencher. In a good way, that is :D Anywho, this idea is entertaining me right now, and so I'm writing it down. We will see how it goes.

Disclaimer! I only own the OCs

100 Theme challenge

**1. Introduction**

* * *

><p>Tami suppressed a painful groan. She pressed her head against the cold hard table surface beneath her fingertips. Slowly she rolled her head to the side, opening her eyes lazily.<p>

_'Apparently someone loves chrome.' _Tami thought to herself, looking at her surroundings. The room was barren, save for the chair she was sitting in, the table beneath her and the chair across from her. And, of course the _mirror_ across from her.

She glanced at her hands, noting the odd handcuffs on her wrists. Tami studied the cuffs for only a brief moment before her gaze snapped to the mirror.

_'I do wonder...'_ She smoothly swept out of the chair, and placed her hands on the mirror's surface. She took only a moment to look at the reflection. A quick grin flashed onto her face as she backed away from the _mirror-which-wasn't-a-mirror. _

_'Come on then, have at it.'_ Tami winked playfully at the two-way-mirror and found her chair once more. She slid back into her chair and crossed her legs demurely. She knew the song and dance and she _knew _she would be in for a wait. So, she played her favored game in those instances - _count the screws._ The brother of the widely received game of _count the holes in the ceiling. _While that was her preferred game, alterations had to be made. After all, the ceiling wasn't made of cheap drop-in plaster rectangles. Whomever had her - they had quite the financial backing.

It wasn't until she reached seven-hundred-twenty that the door twitched. She stiffened her jaw and continued to stare off into the distance.

As the door opened, Tami caught the first glance at her would-be kidnapper. Quickly she assumed it was a girl, judging by the long brown hair. She continued still to stare at the wall until _she_ cleared _her _throat.

"Mm?" Tami raised an eyebrow, tilting her head in _her_ direction, "Oh - I'll have an number four combo with tea, please."

The masculine laugh caught her off guard.

_'A man, then._' Tami amended.

"Oh, my pardon, luv. I thought you a waitress." Tami flashed him her most charming smile. Her grin deepened as she watched the mild irritation flash past his face. He grinned back with a hard glint in his eye.

'_Mmmm - found a button.'_

"Cute attitude for a chick who's in trouble." The man quipped.

"Oh?" Tami asked innocently, "Do tell."

"Found you outside the compound out cold, _Tami_. Found your would-be ID and everything." He sat down across from her. Tami hummed, running her back of her hand under her chin in thought.

_'Why is he telling me this?'_ She thought, giving him a quick grin. _'Mmmm - he must assume I've an inclination of where I am._'

"Horrible fake ID if I do say so myself. _Chicago _doesn't exist. And neither does _Tami Walker_. Mind telling me who you are and who you're working for?" The man's gaze hardened.

Tami bit back a laugh.

"Oh? Chicago doesn't exist, then?" She scoffed, "I've heard of ridiculous methods of getting information but I must say, luv, yours takes the grand prize."

"Stop gettin' off topic."

"So long as your interrogation methods are actual _methods_." Tami gave a half shrug. She leaned back, trying to appear as relaxed as possible. That look in his eye - she didn't like it. Her gut told her he wasn't joking. Her mind ignored that, however. It simply wasn't possible.

The man laughed, a dark look filtered through his eye once more.

"Well, _Tami, _why don't _you _tell me how to interrogate?" The man snarked, a wide smile played on his face.

Right when Tami went to speak the door opened once more. This man strode right in with her tablet tucked under his arm. There was something about this man that caused the hair on the back of her neck to stand on end.

"Heero! What are you doin'! We agreed-" the braided one began but was quickly interrupted.

"What is this?" Heero raised her tablet up.

Tami's first inclination was to tell him "art decor" but the man before her was a different breed than _Braids. _He was far more wild than the other - the air around him exuded danger.

"Heero - we agreed! After I wore her down, Quatre would take over and I'd fiddle with the - _would you look at me?"_

_"_Open it." Heero commanded, setting down the tablet before her.

"Why?" Tami questioned. In a blur, a gun was pointed to her temple.

"I will kill you if you don't." came the stoic response. Tami fought off her flinch and forced a careless grin his way.

"A pity, that." She countered. She tilted her head slowly at him, noting that the hammer wasn't pulled back and the look in his eye. There was not a doubt in her mind that he could kill her in a millisecond. She also knew that this man - _he wouldn't regret it either_. However, what it all came down to was how curious he was about her tablet. Which was laughable, really. What did he wish to do? Play _Angry Birds?_

Apparently this Heero thought she was taking too long and pulled the hammer back with a sharp _click_.

"Heero." _Braids_ said glancing between the two.

"While I've no wish to die, I do wonder why you'd threaten to kill the one which would answer your questions." Tami purred, leaning back into the chair a little bit more. She did her best to come off as _relaxing _and not the real reason, which was to distance herself from the gun at her temple.

"Your assistance is not a requirement for information." He told her monotonously

Tami quirked an eyebrow at him. He pushed the tablet closer to her.

"Then why..." Tami drifted off. She paused, looking him straight in the eye and noticed something. She pursed her lips into a firm line and slowly picked up her tablet. With a quick click of a button and a squiggling swipe of her finger her tablet was ready for use. The was the gun was gone, as was the tablet before she even realized it.

_Braids _watched Heero walk out of the room.

"Uh..." He turned back to Tami, who did her best to ignore her urge to shrug.

"Don't look at me, luv. That's your _friend." _Tami quipped.

"Yeah." Braids sighed and glanced at her. "We'll be back, got it?"

"Pins and needles, luv." She remarked as he left.


	2. Chapter 2

Disclaimer! I only own the OCs

100 Theme challenge

**2. Complicated**

* * *

><p>"Who d'you think she is?" Duo scratched his chin, while he watched the green eyed blonde woman from the other side of the mirror.<p>

"A crazy woman." Wufei dismissed from the corner.

"I should have went in first." Quatre commented, "You didn't get anywhere."

"I was doing fine until Heero stormed in." Duo grumbled. "Speaking of..."

Duo looked over to Heero who was bent over the strange contraption. While they had _similar_ tech - this, _this thing_ was different. New.

"What've you found out, bud?" Duo asked. He didn't expect an answer as he leaned over the silent soldier's shoulder.

Duo grinned when he saw what Heero was looking at, "You sly dog! Lookin' at other girls, eh? I bet you Relena wouldn't like that."

The soldier just grunted. He kept flipping through the images on the girls' tech.

"Have you learned anything, Heero?" Quatre asked.

"She has files on this device. But nothing about us." Heero explained, "She has... concerning media here."

Duo's eyebrows shot up, and then grinned. "She's got naughty things there?"

"_Maxwell!" _Wufei barked, glaring at the braided man.

"You were thinkin' it, you know you were!" Duo defended.

Quatre frowned, "Please Duo, be _professional."_

_"_Issnot my fault none of you guys got any sort of _attraction _to _anything_."

Quatre frowned sharply but was promptly distracted by upbeat horns and violins playing from the strange device. They turned to Heero questioningly.

"_Good evening ladies and gentlemen. Welcome to the Criterion Theater and tonight's performance by the Reduced Shakespeare Company. I have a few brief announcements before we get underway-"_

_"_What?" Duo leaned in closer, looking at the screen in question. "What's Shakespeare?"

Trowa, the ever silent, loomed over the device as well. "Perhaps it is something she and her friends made?"

"I don't know, Trowa. It doesn't look like she is in this."

"Her friends aren't either." Heero remarked.

"I guess we could watch it - maybe something will make sense." Quatre said with a hopeful look.

It only took Duo a moment grumble, "I feel like I'm being pranked, guys. They're talkin' about this guy like he exists."

Quatre frowned and looked at his friends seriously. "What if he did?"

Duo blankly stared at his friend. "Quatre - you're a smart guy but you say the craziest things sometimes."

Quatre just sighed and backed off.

"_This_ is getting us no where." Wufei growled. "This video isn't giving us any information. The woman is sitting there, knowing _more than we do_ and we're watching this drivel!"

Trowa _hummed_ his agreement.

"Wufei is right." Quatre began, "we won't get any information about how she has pictures of us or information on our old gundams."

"Alright, alright, I'll go and-" Duo began to sit up.

"No. I'm going." Quatre smiled brightly at the braided man. "I don't think you noticed, but she was just toying with you."

Duo pouted, slouching in his chair. "Yeah, whatever."

Quatre grabbed an envelop from the nearby coffee table.

"None of you really know how to deal with a woman. I guess I'm the only one with experience." Quatre explained.

"Sisters don't count." Duo grumbled, but froze when he saw the look Quatre cast him. The man was smiling but Duo felt like his doom was silently promised. With one last look Quatre left, and headed to the interrogation room.

* * *

><p>Tami nearly reached nine-hundred-thirty-two when the door opened again. A friendly looking man entered softly with a bright smile.<p>

"Hello, I'm Quatre Raberba Winner." The man introduced himself. Tami eyed him from the corner of her eye.

"Do you mind if I sit?" He asked charmingly. He stood before the opposite chair. Tami wondered quietly what he would do if she didn't answer. So, simply put - she didn't.

"I suppose if there's no objection." Quatre sat down after a long while, and quietly settled into the chair. He silently began to organize the papers in his hands. Tami watched him from the corner of her eye.

_'Alright then. I'll bite.' _Tami thought, noticing he wasn't doing _anything. _She turned to face him and leaned onto the table with her elbows.

He smiled at her briefly. "It looks like I have your attention now. What is your name?"

"Mmm~ why ask if you know it?" She questioned.

"My friends and I aren't sure if that's who you really are. We can't find you in any database." He remarked. Tami's eyes narrowed. Something was wrong. This man was an oddity. Someone so bright and cheerful interrogating her. _What_ line of work were these men in anyways? If it were criminal, they would have threatened her more than with just a gun. However if they were with the Government, her rights would have been read off - as well as why she was being held. They certainly weren't psychotic (although the short brunet, Heero, might just be) - they acted far too put together.

"Me thinks your databases are shoddy, luv. Your cohort believed Chicago doesn't exist." Tami said, studying the man. He still wore his beaming smile.

"Then please humor me, miss."

Tami waited for a moment.

"My name is Tami Walker. I live in Chicago, Illinois - however I've dual citizenship. I was born in April and I'm getting rather bored, luv. This box you've me in is rather dull." Tami rambled, watching him with a careful eye.

"I apologize, Tami, but you were trespassing." Quatre reasoned. Tami leaned forward, with a quick grin. Her boredom was replaced with an idea. An idea that this Quatre wouldn't like.

"Oh? And where might I be trespassing? Do you always treat your trespassers in such fashion?" Tami asked.

"Only the pretty ones." Quatre countered.

_'Don't play games you aren't ready to commit to, luv._' She thought to herself. She knew she could rattle him - if she wanted.

"What were you doing trespassing, if I may ask? There's nothing for miles." Quatre continued.

Tami fought back a frown as she tried to recall how she got from her last memory (which was meeting up with a friend) to her present predicament. Nothing.

"What can I say, luv, I fancied a bit of a walk." Tami quipped.

"You really shouldn't lie." Quatre remarked as if he was talking about the weather.

"What makes you think I'm lying, ah?" Tami asked.

"There was mud all around the estate. Your shoes are clean. There's no marks anywhere to suggest you walked. The only logical possibility would be if you were dropped here." Quatre paused for a moment, "no cars passed by either. We checked."

"Oh - then you must have your own ideas about what happened." She said.

"I have no idea, but we would like to know what you were doing with this." Quatre spread out the papers in front of him. Tami lazily glanced at the small stack. It was something her friend, Mayu, had given her. Pictures of her _favorite show at the moment_. Tami had been barely paying attention when she took the papers. But now, looking at the images, they bore striking resemblance to... No. Tami jerked up, staring at the photos. Those pictures held images of the very men she had been interacting with, in addition to two others she hadn't met.

"So these _are_ yours?" Quatre asked.

Tami's eyes snapped to Quatre's.

"This isn't funny." Tami growled.

"I never thought so." Quatre agreed pleasantly.

"Let me go." Tami ordered, sitting up straighter.

"Not yet - we still don't know why you have photos of us and what you're doing." Quatre grinned again.

Tami studied him critically. There would be no way for her to leave this room. Not without help. Not without a plan. The other men, right in the other room, there would be no way for her to get away from them as well. However maybe she could finagle _something. _She slowly sat down, looking at the man before her. _What could she use_ to get away? That was when she saw keys peaking from his pocket. She frowned. She could go back to her tried-and-true ruse of using her feminine wiles. However, _however_, were this a prank this man would know. There would be no logical way for her to escape. The man with the gun wouldn't withhold bullets to allow her escape. The braided one probably already was plotting something for her evasiveness and then there was the remaining men she hadn't met. And yet - - and yet, here she was; planning, plotting, trying to figure out her little puzzle. Well, the man wanted honesty. Tami would give it to him.

"A friend of mine was busy fangirling over an anime she recently found online." Tami began drily, "the premise of a boy-band rag-tag team of misfits who fight _against the man _with giant robots. She wanted me to find her some merch and myself, knowing nothing of any kind of anime as I find it dull, she gave me printed out pictures to aid me in my search."

Quatre stared at her before bursting out into laughter. Tami's dry demeanor and lack of humor in the situation caused Quatre's amusement to subside. Slowly he appeared to be reprocessing the information.

"This isn't funny." He told her.

"I never thought so." Tami quipped dryly.

"You're lying." Quatre said.

Tami sat up straight, a challenge shone in her eyes. Without missing a beat she bit out Shakespeare's sonnet number one-hundred-thirty. There was an eerie repetitiveness in her tone - as if she'd recited it word for word far too many times to number. The shift in his posture told her he was startled but his face - his face looked as if she _confirmed _something.

"Stop it." Quatre told her.

She then quoted a monologue from The Phantom of the Opera with just as much tenacity. The look in his eyes became even more evident as she prattled on. And, _yet, _her words held no recognition on his face. He had never heard of _either_ of those pieces.

"Why?" Quatre asked.

"Does any of it sound familiar?" Tami asked, watching him with an attentiveness that rivaled Heero's. "Anything - any bit, any idea, any sort of inclination."

"No." Quatre tried not to squirm. "Why would it?"

"I've no idea where I am, let alone which country and continent. For the time being - until I find you and your friends untrustworthy - I will be as honest as possible with no games. Should I find you're leading me on and this is an elaborate prank - you will live to regret it." Tami explained.

"What are you talking about?" Quatre questioned further.

"You very _well_ know. I'm not _from here_. I don't _exist here _and where I'm from _you_ are a television show." Tami banged her shackles against the table in frustration.

The only response Quatre could give was a hysteric but strangled laugh before promptly scurrying from the room.


	3. Chapter 3

Disclaimer! I only own the OCs

100 Theme challenge

**3. Making History**

* * *

><p><em>Two days<em>. She had been stuck in that dinky little room for _two days_. Tami paced the length of the widest wall. It was her attempt to calm her nerves. _Spoiler alert - _it wasn't working. She growled to herself and cast a dark glance at the mirror. Who _knew_ what those boys were up to now. She hadn't met the remaining two _boy-band_ members, but she was sure they were near by. After all Heero and Duo (aka Braids) tag-teamed her not too long ago. They questioned her on _everything._ Who she was, who she worked for, who her family was - anything, _everything. _Whenever she questioned them further about her suspicions, Heero would send her a bone-chilling look. Clearly, he didn't believe her. And, clearly, they didn't believe she wasn't too much of a threat. Although they had taken off her cuffs on that first night, she still wasn't allowed to leave the room. Except for blindfolded walks to the restroom. Which, by the by, was as boring as the room she was currently in.

If those _idiots_ didn't wise up soon, she was going to do something drastic. Who knows what she would do? Kick Heero in the shin? Strangle Duo with his own hair?

Maybe throw the chairs at the mirror?  
><em>Oooo<em>, an interesting possibility. With a quick glance to the table she frowned as she noticed the table and chairs were bolted to the ground. _Well, there went that idea._

That also threw out her other idea, which was to reenact _Wicked_ in front of the mirror. Well, that was unless she got on _top_ of the table and began to reenact the play. That _would _satisfy her need for over-the-top dramatic action and showing them her irritation.

In the middle of that thought the door opened once more. A tall man with half of his face hidden from view entered quietly, carrying a tray of food.

"So when's parole? Or am I here for life?" Tami crossed her arms. The man's mouth twitched into some semblance of a smile. While Heero had the sense of humor of a rock, this one seemed to be half a step above.

_'Well, I suppose I can work with that for the time being.' _Tami studied him carefully. The man came forward and set down the tray on the table silently. They stood in collective silence for what seemed to stretch into near eternity. Tami, being the _lovable loudmouth_ she was, broke down first.

"Come on, then. Are you a selective-mute too, or am I just that intimidating to you?" She scoffed as she moved away.

"I thought you would be hungry." The man monotoned. He had a pleasant voice but it lacked something. Grit. With each man she spoke with they all had a grit in their tone. Even the fellow blond, Quatre. This one - well, it was as if he were on autopilot.

Tami hummed as she strutted near him.

"Quite ravished, indeed. But more for something not quite yet in my reach." She stopped right in front of him, staring him dead on. A small indent formed between his brows, barely visible behind the gravity defying hair. "Blue skies is what I'm craving. Wide open spaces - _trees_. Something with less, you _know_, _chrome." _

The look of confusion left his face.

"You can't leave. Not yet." He explained.

"Oh? Then I am your unwilling kidnappee?"

"Not at all. You haven't been unwilling so far."

Tami snorted and turned away.

"And yet it's gotten me nowhere." She said bitterly. She had hoped he would get the hint and leave. The man didn't do anything of the sort. He just stood there. Doing nothing.

"Would you tell me about your world?" He asked.

Tami's eyes snapped to his.  
>"Oh? Do you believe me?"<p>

"I believe you believe it."

"Cute." Tami deadpanned. She moved away and sat down at the table, looking at the food on the tray. Clearly none of the men could cook. Bottled water, an apple and two sticks of prepackaged string cheese.

And there was that man again - standing there awkwardly. _Well_, _he _wasn't awkward - but the fact that he hadn't moved and stood there like a soldier. _That_ was awkward.

"Sit down - I'll neither speak to you while you're hovering, nor would I eat like that. It's rude, luv."

It only took a second for him to calmly sit down.

"What do you want to know, then? I'm telling you now, I never did pay attention in Civics." Tami explained as she began to work on opening the string cheese.

"What were you reciting to Quatre?" He asked.

"Mm, a Shakespeare sonnet. Never been a big fan of them - but for kicks I memorized a Catherine Tate skit. It was in a part of it - so I memorized it as well." She gave a one-shoulder shrug and went back to playing with the string cheese.

"Are you a performer?" He continued.

"Of sorts."

"What _sorts?"_

_"_Careful now, luv. I'll begin to believe you have a sense of humor under that facade." She quirked a grin at him, "I worked with a theater company, as you know. The other piece I recited was _Phantom of the Opera_. I had the misfortune of playing as Christine. I'm an actress, luv. Not a stagehand like I allowed T_weetledee _to believe."

This one - this one was an oddity. She could barely read him. The emotions on his face flickered so quickly that if she didn't know better, she would have thought him stone. Duo was a wellspring of emotion. The man wore them like a King would wear jewels. Heero was harder - yet when he didn't like something or didn't understand, his eyes showed the truth. Quatre tried to hide his feelings behind a mask of pleasantness. This one - this one acted more like an automaton than human.

"That doesn't explain why you've been studying us."

"Why I have no idea what you're talking about." Tami playfully responded.

"You have been trying to get a reaction from us - even now you're trying. A simple theater actress wouldn't do this."

"Oh? And you know what a performer would do, ah?"

"I do." He stated. Tami waited for a moment. He wouldn't add _nothing_ else?

"Mm - well, I do so suppose you're right. While that is my career now, it wasn't always." She agreed.

The man didn't say any more, he simply waited for her to expound on what she said.

"To be an actress - you need to have a simple skill, empathy. You must be able to get into the shoes of whomever you're portraying. To understand them, if you will. That skill helped in another job that I assisted my Uncle with. Uncle Oliver owned his own detective agency. Mind, most of the work was following sleazy ex-spouses and taking photos. But sometimes we needed information. _That _was my job. I would go in and poke about. Mostly stay out of the limelight and find out what I could. However, I found I had a particular knack for reading people. You see, most people add in details of their life when they're talking. Unlike you gentlemen, that is. I garner that information and take it apart. I find what I need and I use it to get more." Tami said, leaning on her hand in boredom.

"What have you _read_ from us?" He asked.

"Mm, next to nothing. Your braided friend has a particular skill in talking while _truly_ saying nothing. However, he wears his emotions far too extravagantly. Mister trigger-happy is harder still. His eyes give him away though - especially when he's pleased or angry about something. While Quatre knew how to approach me, he doesn't know this game well enough. Me thinks he's watched it. Maybe watching you...? No. Someplace else." Tami waved her hand dismissively. "You, thus far, have been the hardest. Each of you are incredibly careful with that you say and what you do. You've been trained unlike myself. While I can play my games and gather my information... None of you are playing a game. Even while questioning me. This isn't a game to you, _obviously._ It's business."

"And you know all that from reading us?"

"Not necessarily. If you must know, what isn't being said is as important as what is." Tami explained. Silence fell once more. She frowned, unable to take it any more.

"Why don't you believe me?" She questioned, "and why am I still locked up? I've cooperated. You're neither criminals nor part of the government. Surely you cannot _think_ I'm such a danger to be kept in _this?"_

Without comment, the man rose and went to leave the room.

"Hold on - who are you?" She asked.

"Nobody." He answered as he paused at the door.

"I meant your name, you walnut." She snapped.

"I have no name. But if you wish, you may call me Trowa Barton." Trowa replied.

Tami rolled her eyes as she ran a hand through her hair.

"Was it given to you?"

"Yes."

"Then it's _your_ name." She reasoned, "names are given, luv. Do try to remember that."

He paused only for a moment longer before leaving.

It wasn't even three hours later that the men came back to allow her to leave the room. They (meaning Heero and the glowering man whose hair looked stretched beyond reason) had certain stipulations on her leaving the room. No attempted murdering, maiming, attacking, provoking - etc, etc, and so on. She never did well with that many rules. She did wonder how she could push a couple of them. _But_ the look Heero sent her was full of promised murder if she crossed the line.  
>'<em>This is going to be fun.' <em>Tami thought to herself. She tried to hold back her grin but failed.


	4. Chapter 4

There's people actually reading this ._. *waves awkwardly* I mean, it's like two people, but it's a people. I should probably say stuff at this point.

In general, this takes place **years** after Endless Waltz (and I am ignoring the 2010-2011 sequel.) Tami is not meant to be the "average girl" - she's too cheeky for that.

So, with that being said - this is not a fan/self/etc insert. It's a way for me to understand a character that likes to bend the truth a little too much. AND a way to understand how similar unemotional/detached characters think. Such as Wufei, Trowa, and Heero. Far too often I see them way to similar to each other. Heero, not so much as he is the main character in much of it - but more often than not he's shown with _no _character. Wufei and Trowa are just tossed into the background. Trowa, because he's silent and Wufei because he's an angry _sexist pig. _

I don't think there WILL be a pairing outside of the one-sided Relena/Heero pairing. I have entertained the idea of her and Trowa - but there is no definite plan to make this happen. However, the characters so far have been taking control of the story. Such as last chapter, I meant for Tami and Trowa to talk about the literal history in her world versus theirs and for the G-boys to believe her and - _nope, _didn't happen. Everything _but_ happened.

I will warn you about Tami, as I've found she needs one. She talks bigger than she is - it's all an act. She says the worst things to get the right reaction. She will more than likely get slapped at some point. Probably by Relena. More than likely by Relena. And Relena will have a role in this, as well as some of the other characters in GW (Honestly, Noin and Zechs don't get enough love.). I _will_ do my best to do justice by the characters and give them their own thing.  
>This story, while entertaining myself (and hopefully you too), is not about showing Tami off (while that's fun to do at times). It's about bringing good representation to diverse characters.<p>

Disclaimer! I only own the OCs

100 Theme challenge

4. Rivalry

* * *

><p>It had taken Tami a week to get bored of being stuck in the house. The guys would <em>not<em> allow her to stick one toe outdoors. Recently, they hadn't even allowed her near the exits. That _was her own fault_, however. She _did_ try to escape. The looks she had gotten from them all were guilt-inducing. In her own defense, all she wanted to do was lay on the grass. So instead, she was bored. _Incredibly bored_. It turned out the men had a job and were busy most of the day. However, that meant Tami was stuck with Quatre's bodyguard/giant, Rashid.

Rashid had a dry sense of humor she could appreciate, but he wouldn't give her any leeway. He wouldn't allow her to be near an open window - even on the third floor. So instead she found entertainment elsewhere. However, she could only play so many card games or lay about before she felt like she would loose her mind.

So that's where she was when she got her best idea yet. She hopped off of the couch with a grin.

"What are you doing?" Rashid asked from his chair. He had been reading a book quietly until then.

"Come, Watson! The game is afoot!" Tami exclaimed as she darted into the kitchen.

Rashid let out a slow but long sigh. With a snap he closed the book and followed her into the kitchen.

"You're not allowed to play with the knives." He warned, watching as she dug through the cabinets.

"You," Tami began as she climbed up on top of the counter to get a better look, "are a spoil sport. And I've no need for knives."

Rashid watched as she pulled a container of unopened lemon juice.

"What are you doing?" Rashid asked. There was a warning tone in his voice.

"How much do you enjoy Duo's company? Has he ever, ah, struck a nerve?" Tami countered.

Rashid's silence as all the answer she needed. It took some negotiating and some bribing but Tami was allowed to do what she wanted to do.

There were, of course, _rules_. Quatre was to not be involved in the mess at all. Which, she readily agreed to. So with Rashid's watchful eye over her shoulder, she soaked Duo's toothbrush in lemon juice.

What ensued would be known as the greatest prank war that had ever come to the Winner household. Even trumping the one between Quatre's sisters (numbers 3-7 and 9-14 respectfully). At least this is what she was told by Rashid.

Duo had retaliated by nailing all of her furniture to the ceiling. Tami had to admit she was impressed. However, Quatre wouldn't allow her to attempt to sleep in the bed until it was firmly on the ground. She was mildly disappointed at that. Especially after Duo assured her it would hold her weight.

They tried to keep the pranks mild. However, after Duo spiked her water with chili pepper juice, she declared war. Which was an odd thing to declare in front of Veterans.

So that was why she was watching for Duo. She could see him coming, engrossed in some work-related papers. She grinned and darted into the living room where she was nearly entirely sure he was heading to.

"What are you doing?" Quatre asked.

"Nothing." Tami said as she put celophane approximately where Duo's face would be.

"I think this is getting out of hand."

She could practically hear the frown in Quatre's voice. "Come, luv, have you no sense of adventure?"

"Adventure is fine. One of you are going to hurt the other and I'm going to have to hear your complaining." Quatre countered.

At that exact moment, Duo ran into the cellophane face-first. He fell backwards onto the ground. He was rubbing his face furiously as if pained.

"Seriously?!" He shouted.

Quatre raised an eyebrow at Tami who looked sheepish for a moment.

"How _did_ you do that?" She inquired, "Do tell, do you know the upcoming lotto numbers? Is that how you've become rich?"

The look on Quatre's face told her he was beginning to tire of her shenanigans.

"Tami! That's so uncool to attack a guy on his way to _relax!" _Duo griped as he rubbed his face.

"As classy as it would be to spike a refreshing glass of water?" Tami asked.

"... Fine. I'm going to-"

"No. You're both done." Quatre interrupted, frowning at the both of them. That was the moment Tami really wished she hadn't faced the man. The stern look in his eye accompanied by the no nonsense expression gave her pause. It was until this very moment that she no longer questioned if he really _did _participate in a war. She never thought baby-faced Quatre could pull of _that look_. She actually came close to cringing.

"Fine then, I was done anyways." Tami dismissed it with a wave of her hand and plopped down on the couch beside her. While she and Quatre sort of got along, she found he liked her even less since she began her pranking tirade. Once more, she made the mistake of looking back at Quatre.

Quatre sent her such a masterful deadpan look it shocked her. For a moment - she didn't see Quatre but her cousin, Charles. She pursed her lips and forced the illusion to pass before tears could form._ Charles_... Would she see him again?

"Listen, babe, y'know it's not good t' lie to the Q-man. He knows things." Duo advised as he leaned against the armrest of a nearby chair.

Tami's eyebrow twitched. _Babe?_ How did he get off-

That was when she spotted Heero entering from the corner of her eye. Masterfully, he ducked right under the cellophane (causing Duo to protest loudly). He tossed her tablet at her, which she caught lest it smash into her face.

Heero quietly went to other side of the living room. Trowa and Wufei followed Heero in and sat down.

Each of them took their own respective place in the room. However, neither Trowa nor Wufei sat. It sent Tami on high alert. Something was going on.

Tami leaned back, folding her legs beneath her. What ever was going on, they didn't like it. Each man had tension in their shoulders. Bad news, she took it. She did her best to look disinterested and bored. She flopped the tablet back onto the couch and watched them passed hooded eyes.

There was one thing that was clear - the men all decided _something_. Something together, and something only they new. She could see it in each of their eyes from her peripheral vision. Even the playful Duo looked stressed.

Either she would be facing the proverbial firing squad (which may be literal, considering the men around her) or maybe beyond all explanation - they believed her. Only time would tell.

* * *

><p>an **_This chapter was a pain to write!_** The first three chapters were bouncing around my head for a few days. They were the easiest to write, which was why they all came out at once. This one was a pain. It didn't want to be written. I had to rewrite this completely, and I was rather disinterested in the idea. I couldn't figure out how to end it as, well, either I gave you all the information _this chapter_ or waited for next chapter. If I wait - I am able to fit next chapter's theme up with what's coming up.

Also - Wufei hasn't made much of an appearance because, honestly, he _really _doesn't like Tami. She'll hunt him down some time in the near-ish future and they can duke it out.


End file.
